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were held the morning and evening services of the
Church of Ireland* The servants and the people on
the estate would stand up when we entered and the
school-mistress would play a wheezy but encouraging
little tune upon the harmonium. The curate from
Bangor would then enter, combining in his manner
extreme deference, acute embarrassment and profound
religious convictions. Even in those days I felt sorry
for that curate. He was a young man; a shy young
man; a young man who blushed all too readily and
who spoke with a strong County Down accent. My
uncle (for his piety was tremendous in its simplicity)
would follow the service with the greatest attention.
The curate (the beads of perspiration trembling like
September dewdrops upon his brow) would begin his
sermon. My uncle would crook his two fingers behind
his ear and listen as if the curate were not the Rev. Tim
Murphy of Bangor Parish Church but Bishop Colenso
or Dean Stanley, or Dr, Pusey. To the relief of all
present, would come the final hymn. We did not
employ Hymns Ancient and Modern; we used the
' Church Hymnal approved by the General Synod of
the Church of Ireland". The harmonium would
wheeze out the opening bars, the butler (who possessed
a bad baritone voice) would inhale audibly, my uncle
would adjust his eyeglass, my cousin Herrnie would
take a deep cousinly breath, and the whole congrega-
tion would burst into impassioned song.
c Jerusalem 1 * we would yell:

* Jerusalem !    Jer#//#salem I
Enthroned once on high,
Thou favour'd home of God on Earth,
Thou Heaven below the sky,